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recital approved for release by Dame Janet Baker and Mr. Martin Isepp. 

Special thanks to Dominick Argento, Dame Janet Baker, Martin Isepp, and 

Minnesota Public Radio for generously making this compact disc release possible. 
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VI. War (June, 1940) 
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From Spanisches Liederbuch 

9- Nun wandre Maria 

10. Die ihr schwebet 

11. Ach des Knaben Augen 

12. Herr, was trägt der Boden hier 

Hugo Wolf (I860-I903) 

3:00 
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13. Apres un reve, Opus 7» No. I Gabriel Faure (1845-1924) 2:36 
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Dame Janet Baker is one of the great vocal 

artists of our day, known as a recitalist with a 

particular gift for lieder, with an extensive opera 

repertoire ranging from Monteverdi to Britten. 

She scored one of her greatest operatic triumphs 

when she appeared in the title role of HandeFs 

Julius Caesar at London s Coliseum. Other oper¬ 

atic appearances include such diverse roles as 

Lucretia in The Rape of Lucretia, Dido in PurcelFs 

Dido andAeneas and Berlioz’s Les Troyens, Octavian 

in Der Rosenkavalier, Cressida in Walton’s Troilus 

and Cressida, Dorabella in Cosi Jan tutte, and the 

title role of Donizetti’s Maria Stuardo. 

Born in York in 193 3 and trained in London, 

Dame Janet Baker studied singing with Helene 

Isepp and Meriel St. Clair, and in 1956 won a 

prize which enabled her to attend singing class- 

es at the Mozarteum in Salzburg. She made her 

American debut in 1966 with the San Francisco 

Symphony, singing Mahler’s Das Lied von der Erde. 

A decisive turn in her career came with her 

membership in the English Opera Group, 

directed by Benjamin Britten: in 1971 she 

appeared on television in the leading role in 

Britten’s opera Owen Wingrave. Among her many 

honors are honorary Doctor of Music degrees 

from Oxford and London, Hamburg’s 

Shakespeare Prize, the Grand Prix des Affaires 

Culturelles, and Fellow of the Royal Society of 

Arts. Chief among these is a distinction grant- 

ed by Queen Elizabeth II to only a handful of 

singers before her: the title of Dame 

Commander of the Order of the British Empire. 

Dame Janet Baker Zoe Dominic/Angel Records 
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mm isepp 
Born in Vienna and educated in England, pianist 

and conductor Martin Isepp studied at Lincoln 

College, Oxford, and at the Royal Academy of 

Music in London. Early in his career, Mr. Isepp 

was active in the English Opera Group, for which 

many of Brittens operas were written. In 1957 

he joined the music staff of the Glyndebourne 

Festival, becoming chief coach in 1973 and head- 

ing the Music Staff from 1978-1993. From 

1973 to 1977 he was on the faculty of the 

Juilliard School of Music. Since 1981 he has 

been Head of the Academy of Singing at the 

Banff Centre School of Fine Arts. Martin Isepp 

is well known as an accompanist to many of the 

finest singers of our day, including Dame Janet 

Baker, Hans Hotter, Elisabeth Schwarzkopf, John 

Shirley-Quirk, Elisabeth Söderström and Jessye 

Norman. 

DOMMICK APOfnTO 

Composer and librettist Dominick Argento is 

one of America's leading composers and has been 

the most frequently performed 20th Century 

composer of opera. His works include a dozen 

operas, among which are Casanovas Homecoming 

(1985), The Voyage of Edgar Allan Poe (1975), 

Postcardfrom Morocco (1972), The Boor (1957), The 

Dream of Valentino (1994) and Aspern Papers 

(1988), which has been performed by the 

Stockholm Royal Opera, the Chicago Lyric 

Opera, and the Dallas Opera. 

In addition to the operas, many of Mr. Argento's 

song cycles are well on the way to becoming clas- 

sics, especially From the Diary of Virginia Woolf 

which was awarded the Pulitzer Prize for 1975. 

Argento’s orchestral works have been performed 

by important American orchestras, including the 

New York Philharmonie, Saint Paul Chamber 

Orchestra and Minnesota Orchestra. He has 

written frequently for choruses; Te Deum was 

recorded for Virgin Classics and subsequently 

nominated for a Grammy Award. 

Mr. Argento studied at the Peabody 

Conservatory and the Eastman School of Music 

under several distinguished teachers, including 

Hugo Weisgall and Nicholas Nabokov. A 

Fulbright Fellowship enabled him to study with 

Luigi Dallapiccola in Italy, where he later 

returned on a Guggenheim Fellowship. Among 

his many honors, Mr. Argento has been awarded 

the OPERA America Award for Achievement, 

and Chorus America's Founder's Award, awarded 

by its Board of Directors. 

Since 1959, Mr. Argento has taught at the 

University of Minnesota. He currently holds the 

position of Regents Professor of Music, the 

University's highest honor. The composer is 

married to soprano Carolyn Bailey, who has 

introduced many of his compositions. 

PBOGPflMIOTf 
by Dominick Argento 

The text I originally planned to use for this song 

cycle was a series of excerpts from Virginia 

Woolf’s novel, The Waves. Needing clarification 

about Mrs. Woolf’s intentions at certain points, 

I consulted her recently-published Diaries. A 

quick survey of these convinced me that the 

Diaries would yield far more musical potential 

than my initial idea. This cycle does not purport 

to be a portrait of Virginia Woolf. It is, rather, a 

collection of feelings and experiences—“solemn, 

slight, or beautiful”—that many women might 

recognize: “a mass of odds and ends” as Mrs. 

Woolf writes in the extract used for the opening 

song, THE DIARY, to which she might return 

after a few years to “find that the collection had 

sorted itself and refined itself and coalesced, as 

such deposits so mysteriously do, into a mould, 

transparent enough to reflect the light of our 

life.’’ 

In the biography of his aunt, Quentin Bell writes: 

“On the morning of Friday 28 March (1941) 

Virginia went as usual to her Studio room in the 

garden_ Then she went back into the house 

and wrote again to Leonard (her husband): 

“Dearest,... I begin to hear voices, and I can’t 

concentrate. So I am doing what seems the best 

thing to do.... If anybody could have saved me 

it would have been you. Everything has gone 

from me but the certainty of your goodness... V” 

She put this on the sitting-room mantelpiece 

and, at about 11:30, slipped out, taking her 

walking stick with her and making her way across 

the water-meadows to the river. Leaving her stick 

on the bank she forced a large stone into the 

pocket of her coat. Then she went to her death, 

“The one experience,’’ as she had said to Vita, “I 

shall never describe.’’ 

From the Diary of Virginia Woolf 

I. The Diary (April, 1919) 

What sort of diary should I like mine to be? 

Something... so elastic that it will embrace any- 

thing, solemn, slight or beautiful that comes into 

my mind. I should like it to resemble some deep 

old desk... in which one flings a mass of odds 

and ends without looking them through. I 

should like to come back, after a year or two, and 

find that the collection had sorted itself and 

refined itself and coalesced, as such deposits so 

mysteriously do, into a mould, transparent 

enough to reflect the light of our life. 



II. Anxiety (October, 1920) 

Why is life so tragic; so like a little Strip of pave- 

ment over an abyss. I look down; I feel giddy; I 

wonder how I am ever to walk to the end. But 

why do I feel this: Now that I say it I don't feel 

it. The fire burns; we are going to hear The 

Beggar’s Opera. Only it lies all about me; I can’t 

keep my eyes shut.... And with it all how happy 

I am—if it weren't for my feeling that it's a Strip 

of pavement over an abyss. 

III. FANCY (February, 1927) 

Why not invent a new kind of play; as for 

instance: 

Woman thinks: 

Fle does. 

Organ plays. 

She writes. 

They say: 

She sings. 

Night speaks. 

They miss. 

IV. Hardy’s Funeral (January, 1928) 

Yesterday we went to Hardy’s funeral. What did 

I think of? Of Max Beerbohm’s letter... or a lec- 

ture... about women’s writing. At intervals some 

emotion broke in. But I doubt the capacity of 

the human animal for being dignified in ceremo- 

ny. One catches a bishop’s frown and twitch; 

sees his polished shiny nose; suspects the rapt 

spectacled young priest, gazing at the cross he 

carries, of being a humbug... next here is the 

coffin, an overgrown one; like a stage coffin, cov- 

ered with a white satin cloth; bearers elderly gen- 

tlemen rather red and stiff, holding to the Cor¬ 

ners; pigeons flying outside... procession to 

poets corner; dramatic “In sure and certain hope 

of immortality” perhaps melodramatic... Over 

all this broods for me some uneasy sense of 

change and mortality and how partings are 

deaths; and then a sense of my own fame... and 

a sense of the futility of it all. 

V. Rome (May, 193 5) 

Rome: tea. Tea in cafe. Ladies in bright coats 

and white hats. Music. Look out and see people 

like movies... Ices. Old man who haunts the 

Greco... Fierce large jowled old ladies... talking 

about Monaco. Talleyrand. Some very poor 

black wispy women. The effect of dowdiness 

produced by wispy hair. Sunday cafe... Very 

cold. The prime Ministers letter offering to 

recommend me for the Companion of Honour. 

No. 

VI. War (June, 1940) VIII. Last Entry (March, 1941) 

This, I thought yesterday, may be my last walk... 

the war—our waiting while the knives sharpen 

for the Operation—has taken away the outer wall 

of security. No echo comes back. I have no sur- 

roundings... Those familiär circumvolutions— 

those Standards—which have for so many years 

given back an echo and so thickened my identity 

are all wide and wild as the desert now. I mean, 

there is no “autumn,” no winter. We pour to the 

edge of a precipice... and then? I can’t conceive 

that there will be a 27th June 1941. 

VII. PARENTS (December, 1940) 

How beautiful they were, those old people—I 

mean father and mother—how simple, how clear, 

how untroubled. I have been dipping into old 

letters and father’s memoirs. He loved her: oh 

and was so candid and reasonable and transpar¬ 

ent... How serene and gay even, their life reads 

to me: no mud; no whirlpools. And so human— 

with the children and the little hum and song of 

the nursery. But if I read as a Contemporary I 

shall lose my child’s vision and so must stop. 

Nothing turbulent; nothing involved; no intro- 

spection. 

No: I intend no introspection. I mark Henry 

James’ sentence: Observe perpetually. Observe 

the oncome of age. Observe greed. Observe my 

own despondency. By that means it becomes ser- 

viceable. Or so I hope. I insist upon spending 

this time to the best advantage. I will go down 

with my colours flying... Occupation is essen¬ 

tial. And now with some pleasure I find that it’s 

seven; and must cook dinner. Haddock and 

sausage meat. I think it is true that one gains a 

certain hold on sausage and haddock by writing 

them down. 

Music Publisher Credit, © Boosey & Hawkes. 

Excerpt from THE DIARY OF VIRGINIA WOOLF, VOLUME I: 

I9I5-I9I9, Copyright © 1977 by Quentin Bell and Angelica 

Garnett, reprinted by permission of Harcourt Brace & Company. 

Excerpt from THE DIARY OF VIRGINIA WOOLF, VOLUME II: 

1920-1924, Copyright © 1978 by Quentin Bell and Angelica 

Garnett, reprinted by permission of Harcourt Brace & Company. 

Excerpt from THE DIARY OF VIRGINIA WOOLF, VOLUME 

III: 1925-1930, Copyright © 1980 by Quentin Bell and Angelica 

Garnett, reprinted by permission of Harcourt Brace & Company. 

Excerpt from THE DIARY OF VIRGINIA WOOLF, VOLUME 

IV: I93I-I93 5, Copyright © 1982 by Quentin Bell and Angelica 

Garnett, reprinted by permission of Harcourt Brace & Company. 

Excerpt from THE DIARY OF VIRGINIA WOOLF, VOLUME V: 

1936-41, Copyright © 1984 by Quentin Bell and Angelica Garnett, 

reprinted by permission of Harcourt Brace & Company. 
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HUGO WOLf 
—Four Spiritual Songs from 

Spanisches Liederbuch 

Nun wandre Maria 

(Ocana, German trans. Heyse) 

Der heilige Joseph singt. 

Nun wandre, Maria, 

Nun wandre nur fort. 

Schon krähen die Hähne 

Und nah ist der Ort. 

Saint Joseph Sings 

Onward now, Mary, 

just onward, now, on, 

the cocks are crowing, 

and the place is near. 

Nun wandre, Geliebte, 

Du Kleinod mein, 

Und balde wir werden 

In Bethlehem sein. 

Dann ruhest du fein 

Und schlummerst dort. 

Schon krähen die Hähne 

Und nah ist der Ort. 

Onward now, beloved, 

my jewel, 

and soon shall we be 

in Bethlehem. 

Then shall you rest well 

there, and slumber. 

The cocks are crowing, 

and the place is near. 

Wohl seh ich, Herrin, 

Die Kraft dir schwinden; 

Kann deine Schmerzen, 

Ach, kaum verwinden. 

Getrost! Wohl finden 

Wir Herberg dort. 

Schon krähen die Hähne 

Und nah ist der Ort. 

Well I see, Lady, 

your strength is waning; 

your pains I cannot, 

alas, subdue. 

Take heart! We shall find 

lodging there. 

The cocks are crowing, 

and the place is near. 

(English trans. by George Bird and Richard Stokes) 
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Die ihr schwebet um diese Palmen 

(Lope de Vega, trans. E. Geibel) 

Die ihr schwebet 

Um diese Palmen 

In Nacht und Wind, 

Ihr heilgen Engel, 

Stillet die Wipfel! 

Es schlummert mein Kind. 

Ihr Palmen von Bethlehem 

Im Windesbrausen, 

Wie mögt ihr heute 

So zornig sausen! 

O rauscht nicht also! 

Schweiget, neiget 

Euch leis und lind; 

Stillet die Wipfel! 

Es schlummert mein Kind. 

Der Himmelsknabe 

Duldet Beschwerde, 

Ach, wie so müd er ward 

Vom Leid der Erde. 

Ach nun im Schlaf ihm 

Leise gesänftigt 

Die Qual zerrinnt, 

Stillet die Wipfel! 

Es schlummert mein Kind. 

Grimmige Kälte 

Sauset hernieder, 

You who hover 

about these palms, 

in night and wind, 

Holy Angels, 

silence the leaves! 

My child’s asleep. 

Palms of Bethlehem 

in blustering wind, 

how can you today 

so angrily blow! 

Oh, roar not so. 

Be still, bow 

softly and gently; 

silence the leaves! 

My child’s asleep. 

The Son of Heaven 

is suffering; 

ah, so tired has He grown 

of earth’s sorrows. 

Ah, now, in sleep, 

gently softened, 

the pain melts away. 

Silence the leaves! 

My child’s asleep. 

Fierce cold 

comes rushing; 



Womit nur deck ich 

Des Kindleins Glieder! 

O all ihr Engel, 

Die ihr geflügeltWandelt im Wind, 

Stillet die Wipfel! 

Es schlummert mein Kind. 

Ach des Knaben Augen 

(L. de Ubeda, trans. Heyse) 

Ach des Knaben Augen sind 

Mir so schön und klar erschienen, 

Und ein Etwas strahlt aus ihnen, 

Das mein ganzes Herz gewinnt. 

Blickt er doch mit diesen süßen 

Augen nach den meinen hin! 

Säh er dann sein Bild darin, 

Würd er wohl mich liebend grüßen. 

Und so geh ich ganz mich hin, 

Seinen Augen nur zu dienen, 

Denn ein Etwas strahlt aus ihnen, 

Das mein ganzes Herz gewinnt. 

Herr, was trägt der Boden hier 

(Anon., trans. Heyse) 

Herr, was trägt der Boden hier, 

Den du tränkst so bitterlich? 

»Dornen, liebes Herz, für mich, 

with what shall I cover 

the little child’s limbs! 

O All you Angels 

who, winged, travel on the wind, 

silence the leaves! 

My child’s asleep. 

(Trans, by Bird and Stokes) 

Ah, the Infant’s eyes, 

so beautiful and clear they seemed, 

and from them something shines 

that captures all my heart. 

For with those sweet eyes 

He looks at mine! 

If He then saw His image there, 

lovingly would He greet me. 

And so I give myself wholly 

to serving only His eyes. 

For from them something shines 

that captures all my heart. 

(Trans, by Bird and Stokes) 

Lord, what grows this ground 

which You water so bitterly? 

‘Thorns, dear heart, for me, 
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Und für dich der Blumen Zier.« 

Ach, wo solch Bäche rinnen, 

Wird ein Garten da gedeihn? 

»Ja, und wisse! Kränzelein, 

Gar verschiedne, flicht man drinnen.« 

O mein Herr, zu wessen Zier 

Windet man die Kränze? sprich! 

»Die von Dornen sind für mich, 

Die von Blumen reich ich dir.« 

GfML ffllM 
APRES UN REVE (Anon., trans. Bussine) 

Dans un sommeil que charmait ton image 

Je revais le bonheur, ardent mirage, 

Tes yeux etaient plus doux, ta voix pure et 

sonore, 

Tu rayonnais comme un ciel eclaire par 

l’aurore; 

Tu m’appelais et je quittais la terre, 

Pour m’enfuir avec toi vers la lumiere, 

Les cieux pour nous entr’ouvraient leurs 

nues, 

Splendeurs inconnues, lueurs divines 

entrevues. 

Helas! helas, triste reveil des songes, 

Je t’appelle, 6 nuit, rends-moi tes men 

songes; 

Reviens, reviens, radieuse, 

Reviens, 6 nuit mysterieuse! 

and for you, adorning flowers.’ 

Ah, where such brooks run, 

shall a garden flourish there? 

‘Yes, and know, garlands 

so different, shall be woven there.’ 

O Lord, to adorn whom 

are they plaited, say! 

‘those of thorns are for me, 

those of flowers I hand to you.’ 

(Trans, by Bird and Stokes) 

In sleep charmed by your image, 

I dreamed the glowing mirage of happiness; 

Your eyes were more sweet, your voice pure 

and rieh; 

You shone like a sky lighted by the dawn. 

You called to me, and I left the earth, 

To fly with you toward the light. 

The skies half-opened their clouds for us, 

Unknown splendours, divine lights only 

glimpsed. 

Alas! alas! Sad awakening from dreams; 

I call to you, o night, give me back your 

illusions! 

Return, return in radiance, 

Return, O mysterious night! 

IO 



LE SECRET (Armand Silvestre) 

Je veux que le matin l’ignore 

Le nom que j’ai dit ä la nuit, 

Et qu’au vent de Taube, sans bruit, 

Comme une lärme il s’evapore. 

Je veux que le jour le proclame 

Lamour qu’au matin j’ai Cache 

Et, sur mon coeur ouvert penche, 

Comme un grain d’encens il Tenflamme. 

Je veux que le couchant Toublie 

Le secret que j’ai dit au jour 

Et Temporte, avec mon amour, 

Aux plis de sa robe pälie! 

wm\ DüPflßc 
Le Manoir de Rosemonde 

(Robert de Bonnieres) 

De sa dent soudaine et vorace, 

Comme un chien l’amour m’a mordu... 

En suivant mon sang repandu, 

Va, tu pourras suivre ma trace... 

Prends un cheval de bonne race, 

Pars, et suis mon chemin ardu, 

Fondriere ou sentier perdu, 

Si la course ne te harasse! 

En passant par oü j’ai passe, 

I do not want the morning to know 

The name I revealed to the night 

And when the wind of dawn comes, soundless 

Like a tear, it fades away. 

I want the day to proclaim 

The love that I hid away in the morning. 

And lying on my open heart, 

Like a drop of incense, it kindles into flame. 

I want the twilight to forget 

The secret I told to the day, 

And carry it off with my love 

Into the folds of its pale robe. 

With its sudden and voracious tooth, 

Love, like a dog, has bitten me. 

Go, follow my shed blood, 

You will be able to follow my track. 

Take a thoroughbred horse, 

Set out, follow my arduous way, 

Bog, or hidden path, 

If the journey does not weary you. 

When you pass where I have passed, 

Tu verras que seul et blesse 

J’ai parcouru ce triste monde, 

Et qu’ainsi je m’en fus mourir 

Bien loin, bien loin, sans decouvrir 

le bleu manoir de Rosemonde. 

PHIDYLE (Leconte de Lisle) 

Lherbe est molle au sommeil 

Sous les frais peupliers, 

Aux pentes des sources moussues, 

Qui dan les pres en fleur 

Germant par mille issues, 

Se perdent sous les noirs halliers. 

Repose, 6 Phidyle! 

Midi sur les feuillages 

Rayonne et t’invite au sommeil! 

Par le trefle et le thym, 

Seules, en plein soleil, 

Chantent les abeilles volages; 

Un chaud parfum circule 

Au detour des sentiers, 

La rouge fleur des bles s’incline, 

Et les oiseaux, rasant de l’aile la colline, 

Cherchent l’ombre des eglantiers. 

Repose, 6 Phidyle! 

Mais, quand l’astre, 

Incline sur sa courbe eclatante, 

Verra ses ardeurs s’apaiser. 

Que ton plus beau sourire 

Et ton meilleur baiser 

Me recompensent de Tattente! 

You will see that, alone and wounded, 

I have gone through this sad world, 

And that thus I have died, 

Far, far way, without discovering 

The blue manor of Rosamond. 

The grass is soft for slumbering 

Under the cool poplar trees 

By the slope of the mossy springs, 

Which in the flowering meadows, 

Sprouting in thousands, 

Lose themselves among the dark thickets. 

Rest, oh Phidyle! 

Noonday on the leaves 

Sparkles and invites you to slumber! 

Among the clover and the thyme, 

Alone in the full sunshine, 

The bees hum in their flight; 

A warm perfume fills the air 

At the turn of the paths; 

The red poppy is drooping, 

And the birds, grazing the hill with their wings, 

Seek the shade of the wild rosebushes. 

Rest, oh Phidyle! 

But, when the orb 

Descending in its brilliant curve 

Will cool its smouldering heat. 

Let your loveliest smile 

And your tenderest kiss 

Reward me for waiting! 



CLAUDE DfbUSST 
Mandoline 

(Paul Verlaine) 

Les donneurs de serenades 

Et les belles ecouteuses 

Echangent des propos fades 

Sous les ramures chanteuses. 

C'est Tircis et c'est Aminte, 

Et c'est l'eternel Clitandre. 

Et c'est Damis qui pour mainte 

Cruelle fait maint vers tendre. 

Leurs courtes vestes de soie, 

Leurs longues robes ä queues, 

Leur elegance, leur joie 

Et leurs molles ombres bleues 

Tourbillonnent dans l'extase 

D'une lune rose et grise 

Et la mandoline jase 

Parmi les frissons de brise. 

Air de Lia 

(Text by E. Guinand from L’Enfant prodigue) 

L'annee en vain chasse l'annee 

A chaque saison ramenee, 

Leurs jeux et leurs ebats m'attristent malgre 

moi: 

Gallants who go serenading 

And fair dames who to them listen, 

To each other softly murmur 

Underneath the sighing branches. 

Thyrsis is there and Aminte, 

And the inevitable Clitander, 

And 'tis Dämon who for many 

Cruel maids write verses tender. 

Their broidered doublets of silk, 

Their trailing rustling dresses, 

Their elegance, their joy 

And their soft faint shadows, 

Whirl together in the radiance 

Of a rose and silver moonlight, 

And the mandoline is tinkling 

Through the soft thrills of the breezes. 

Year vainly follows year, 

returning season by season, 

and I cannot help being saddened by their 
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Hs rovrent ma blessure et mon chagrin 

s'accroit... 

Je viens chercher la greve solitaire. 

Douleur involontaire! Efforts superflus! 

Lia pleure toujours l'enfant quelle n'a 

plus!... 

Azael! Azael! 

Pourquoi m'as-tu quittee?... 

En mon coeur maternel 

Ton image est restee, 

Azael! Azael! 

Pourquoi m'as-tu quittee?... 

Cependant les soirs etaient doux, 

Dans la plaine d'ormes plantee, 

Quand, sous la charge recoltee, 

On ramenait les grands boeufs roux. 

Lorsque la täche etait finie, 

Enfants, vieillards et serviteurs, 

Ouvriers des champs ou pasteurs, 

Louaient de Dieu la main benie! 

Ainsi les jours suivaient les jours 

Et dans la pieuse famille, 

Le jeune homme et la jeune fille 

Echangeaient leurs chastes amours! 

D'autre ne sentent pas le poids de la vieillesse, 

Heurese dans leurs enfants, 

Ils voient couler les ans 

Sans regret comme sans tristesse... 

Aux coeurs inconsoles 

Que les temps sont pesants!... 

Azael! Azael! Azael! Azael! 

Pourquoi m'as-tu quittee?... 

they reopen my wound and my sorrow 

grows... 

I come to visit the lonely Strand. 

Helpless suffering! Vain exertion! 

Lia still weeps for the child who is no 

longer with her!... 

Azael! Azael! 

Why did you leave me? 

In my motherly heart 

your image remains, 

Azael! Azael! 

Why did you leave me? 

But the evenings were sweet, 

On the plain planted with elms, 

when, with their bürden of crops, 

we led in the great red oxen. 

When the work was finished, 

children, old folk and servants, 

field workers or shepherds, 

praised God's blessed hand! 

Thus day followed day 

and in the god-fearing family 

the young man and the girl 

exchanged their chaste love-vows! 

Others do not feel the weight of old age; 

happy in their children, 

they see the years elapse 

without regret or sadness... 

To hearts without consolation 

how heavy is time! 

Azael! Azael! Azael! Azael! 

Why did you leave me? 

(trans. ©EMI Records Ltd., 1989) 
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